Taking What You Want 


Author: Caroline 


Bands: Rockstar: Supernova 


Characters: Lukas Rossi, Tommy Lee 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Apr 21 2007 06:47:51 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Tommy's sticks hit his snare, followed by his head. Today was proving to be a struggle, nothing was going quite 
right. It wasn't anything major just a lot of minor things and several minor keys to boot. Looking at Gilby over 
Lukas's and Johnny's heads, the pair of the mutually agreed to call it a day which had Johnny smiling and 
bounding out the studio with a clatter of his bass against the floor before Lukas shouted at him and he came 
back looking a little chagrined and put it away properly then departing again in a hurry. "Anyone would think he 
had a girl hidden away or something," the singer laughed after him causing both him and Gilby to smirk a little. 


Gilby was a bit more professional about putting his guitar away with care before he sauntered out the door 
going to spend the extra time with his family, leaving just the two of them. 


"What you gonna do with your afternoon off, Luke?" Tommy looked up from changing the skin on his snare. 


"Dunno, man. Kendra's out, so | was maybe gonna go shoot some hoops or something." Lukas returned Tommy's 


gaze, his brown eyes sparkling. "Or jack off thinking about your dick in my ass." 


Tommy's jaw clacked shut when he realised he was looking like a gold fish. "What the fuck? Dude since when did 
you swing that way?" His look at his singer was speculative to say the very least. 


'Like.always?l" Lukas looked at him askance as he gathered his cigarettes and sunglasses. "Figured you knew 
that since | kinda humped your leg every chance | get. 've seen your cock, dude. On the internet. Can't say as 
I'd mind a taste. Or a good solid fuck" Before he slid his shades over his nose, he winked. "If you got it in you." 
And with the timing of a performer, he turned on his heel and sidled out the door. 


Snorting softly at the younger man's behavior, Tommy finished what he was doing before following the singer 
out to find him leaning against his car. "And what's Kendra got to say about you wanting my cock up your 
ass? ‘Cause | wouldn't want that woman pissed off at me, dude." 


"She knows I'm a slut. She knows | like dick, man She's cool." Lukas shifted from one foot to the other. "You 


swing that way or is it all for show--kissing me and Dave and everybody else?" 


Shrugging Tommy crowded Lukas against the side of his car, really kissing him, hand squeezing the smaller 
man's cock through the front of his jeans. "Kiss a fuckin’ lot of people, Luke. Only fuck a few of them." Taking 
the singer's hand, he pushed it down the front of his pants. "Sure you can handle it?" 


"Fuck," Lukas growled, nipping at Tommy's lip, circling his fingers as best he could at the bad angle he was 
presented. "Yeah. Fuckin’ yeah, man. Could fucking ride your dick, T. Fuckin’ ride it good" 


"Fuck!" The word hissed through Tommy's teeth. Biting on Lukas's bottom lip, he dragged his teeth off the skin 
The sound he made was possessive, his voice taking on a rough edge to it. "Here over the hood or back where 


I'm staying?" 


"Not here." Lukas looked around. "Don't wanna have some shithead take a picture of my ass and your dick. No 
offense." 


"Well, what you waiting for, dude? Get in the fuckin’ car." Not-so-gently, Tommy shoved the younger man 
around the passenger side, starting the engine and once Lukas was in safe, gunned out the parking lot. The 
drive to Pam's place where he was staying while his own place was refurbished should have taken about thirty 


minutes. They made it in just under twenty and that was without jumping any red lights. 
"Shit," Lukas said when he put two and two together. "That's right. You're not home. She gonna freak out?" 


Tommy shrugged a little. "Monkeys aren't home; it's not like she's my keeper or anything. We're not together 
and she brings her boys and girls back, don't see why she should" But then you could never tell with Pam. But 
Tommy wasn't about to tell Lukas that. Right now his cock was demanding to get in that ass and that was a 
damn sight more important than potentially upsetting his ex-wife. "Wanna live dangerously and find out?" The 


leer that accompanied the words more than a challenge than anything else. 


With that look, all concern faded. "Yeah. | do." Stretching over the gearbox, Lukas licked at Tommy's mouth. 


"What're we waitin’ for, man?" He pulled down his shades to wink. "Let's fuck" 


Tommy snorted and swatted Lukas's ass as he got out the car and crowded the singer through the front door 
a hand firmly planted on his ass teasing the crack through Lukas's jeans. "Want the grand tour or just the 


business?" 


"Pamela Anderson's pad? Grand tour, man" Lukas grinned and winked up at Tommy, jutting back into the touch. 
"After this." Turning and fisting his hands in Tommy's jacket, he backed against a wall and pulled the taller man 


down for a kiss. 


Growling into the kiss, Tommy pushed Lukas up against the wall hard. There was nothing soft or sentimental 
about the kiss, it was all teeth and tongue, demanding the same response from the smaller man. His hands 
squeezing ass cheeks hard, lifting him up on tip toes as his hips moved against the singer's, rubbing denim- 


enclosed cocks together. 


As the younger man made a low sound, Tommy stepped back and if it hadn't been for the fingers wrapped 
round Lukas's wrist it would have been as though he'd dropped the other man. "There's not much to see, man. 


It's much the same as any place ‘round here." 


Lukas's chuckle was breathy. He was used to, by now, Tommy's ability to turn himself, it seemed, on and off. 
"So lets go, man." 


Grinning, Tommy led them through the house, kitchen with its big old marble block in the middle and the black 
topped breakfast bar, the dining room with the heavy old oak table that he and Pam had found just after they 
moved in. He pointed out the bedrooms without taking Lukas in though did stop and show him where he was 
sleeping, most of the time. It was all pretty functional, the living room though - that was light and airy big 
sofas and bean bags and a view of the bay that had to be seen to be believed. "See nothing really special, but 
its Pam's place." His voice softened slightly at his mention of his ex-wife. 


He then turned back to the singer, any softness gone from his voice or face, replaced by need and dark-edged 
lust that had him hauling the younger man against him again biting kisses against Lukas's lips. "You've had the 
IO cent tour now let's get on with the real show." 


Lukas went limp in Tommy's arms--he couldn't not. Well, limp except for holding on tightly and kissing back for 
all he was worth, pulling at the hem of Tommy's shirt and feeling hot skin underneath. It made him groan and 
kiss even harder. 


Twisting a little, Tommy had them on one of the couches with Lukas on top of him, one of his feet firmly 
planted on the floor giving leverage as his hands held the singer's ass tightly, rubbing against him as the kisses 
became more of a contest of dominance than anything else, hot and hard. He tasted copper, not sure if it was 
his own lip that had split or the younger man's but that fueled him even more, Lukas's t-shirt proving to be 
little more than an annoyance as he ripped it from the neck down, so that he could drag his teeth over the 


other man's collarbone. 


"Ah, fuck!" It was all Lukas had hoped for, really, back arching and hands fisting in Tommy's hair, squeezing his 


legs around his hips. The taste of blood had his eyes flying open and his breath caught in his chest. He 
brought a hand down and swiped a finger over his mouth. Then he held his hand up to look at it, then back at 
Tommy. His eyes went dark and he licked the blood from his finger. He growled and lunged for Tommy's mouth 


agai n. 


Tommy growled in reply, his fingers reflexively clenching against Lukas's ass. "Want in you, now!" Reaching for 


his wallet he removed what was needed passing it to the singer. "Wanna see you take me and ride me." 


"Oh, fuck yeah." Clenching the condom and lube in his hand, Lukas sat up, straddling and grinding, before 
standing and shucking his jeans unabashedly stroking his cock. Then he bent to take Tommy's jeans off. "Up, 


dude. C'mon" 


Eyes glued to the singer for a moment, Tommy licked his lips cupped himself and squeezed hard. "Fuck. Looks 
good, Luke." He smirked at the younger man as he lifted his hips, his cock bouncing free causing him to hiss 
before he fisted himself for a couple of strokes, really appreciating the view. "Come on dude, what the fuck 


you waiting for?" 


Throwing Tommy's jeans on the floor and tugging his t-shirt off, Lukas ripped open the condom with his teeth, 
then pulled the disc out and went to put it on before stopping. "Gotta taste, man" Bracing himself on the sofa, 


he bent over and licked at the bead of precome on Tommy's cock 


Tommy growled, the sound almost animal-like his fingers suddenly twining in Lukas's hair, only a lot of control 
stopping him from fucking the younger man's face, leaning on an elbow to watch his eyes half lidded and totally 
black. "You, gonna take it in that pretty little mouth of yours or just play with it?" His voice nothing more than 


a snarl. 


"Patience, dude," Lukas teased. "Just wanted a taste before | felt it in my throat from the other end" He 


slicked the condom on and ripped open the packet of lube, drizzling it over Tommy's cock. 


A shiver passed through him at the singer's sure touches causing him to grit his teeth a bit. Patience really 
wasn't his strong point and right about now Tommy was this close to just bending Lukas over and fucking him 


through the leather. 


Lukas could tell and bit back a grin. Putting one leg back up on the sofa, he smeared the rest of the lube on 
his fingers and reached behind his back, starting to loosen himself. "Mmmmmm," he moaned. "Gonna feel so 


good..." 


"Fuck, you little tease" Tommy wasn't stupid; he knew Lukas was teasing. Well, he was, but not in that way. The 
drummer wasn't a small boy and he knew it. "How you like it, Lukas? You one of those little boys who need it 
gentle or you wanna come here and take what you want?" His voice had dropped the timber and color of it 


dark and dangerous, as his fingers lightly teased himself. 


"Door number two, Alex." Easing his fingers free, Lukas straddled Tommy's hips, grabbed his cock by the base 


and started to impale himself, stopping just as he felt it enter him. "Ah, fuck." 


The drummer's hands wrapped themselves around Lukas's hips and he waited all of three heart beats, just 
that slight moment it took for the tight heat to ease around him before he thrust up impaling the singer on 
him, again stilling for a moment just enough for the shock to pass, before sliding free and hammering home 


again, his head back, teeth bared and hands leaving marks against the younger man's skin 


"Jesus," comes out a yelp as Lukas screwed his eyes shut and he grabbed for purchase wherever he could, 


finding it in the material of the sofa over Tommy's shoulders. 


Nails digging in to Lukas's flesh he moved the sounds he was make almost dragged out of him as though doing 
so was like giving in, which wasn't happening. "Come on, bitch. You can do better than that." 


"Who you calling a bitch, asshole?" Lukas grinned, stopping their motions, leaning in and rubbing their noses 
together. "You love me like a brother. A little brother who likes having your cock up his ass, big-time." When 
he looked into Tommy's eyes again, they'd softened with both mirth and affection. "See?" He smiled. 


When he started to move again, the motions were gentle, rocking and it felt fucking amazing 


Tommy chuckled a little which died into a moan. "Incest has never really been my thing, but | might make an 
exception for you." He joked a little breathlessly as he moved with Lukas, the rhythm connecting and turning 
out not to be so brutal as it could have been but still hard paced. 


A hand came down on his chest. "Dude.You got my cherry. Now just savor the ride. Virgin ass all for you." 


Lukas smiled down at him, eyebrow arched. "Easy..like makin love." 


And Tommy stopped dead still, looking shocked up at the singer for half a minute. "For fuck's sake Lukas. Say 
something, ‘kay?" His voice was underwritten with a growl and an touch of annoyance, his hands relaxing gently 


if somewhat awkwardly petting skin, drawing on a good many years and letting the younger man set the pace. 


"What'd you want me to say? You know if | fuckin told you, you wouldn't do it" Lukas rocked his hips. "And 
fuck, but if thats what | had to do to get you here?" He grinned. "Whatever it takes, right?" 


The drummer snorted then moaned as the heat around him tightened. "You're a stupid fucker, you know that? 
How do you know | wouldn't if you weren't prepared to ask, huh?" Rolling his hips, he moved with the singer's 
gentler pace, a very small part of him actually telling him he shouldn't be doing this, the rest of him slapping 
the voice upside the head as the fire the younger man was stirring started to burn rational thought away. 


"Stupid fucker, maybe, but look where | am," Lukas purr-growled, a smile on his face, before he throws his 


head back "Ah, fuck. Fuck S'good..." 


Tommy bit off his immediate reaction to Lukas's words. Part of him he wanted to verbalise it somehow but 


the bigger part of him was much more interested in fucking the singer riding his cock His fingers tightened 


against Lukas's hips again and moving the younger man harder against him. 
"Oh, shit," Lukas said as he was jolted, a shock of sizzling pleasure running through him. "Fuck. Do that again" 


Tommy grinned darkly repeating the action, growling softly as he got deeper into the younger man. "Something 
you didn't expect?" He taunted gently, nails digging in, leaving marks. 


"Expected. just..really good" Lukas pushed up and let himself drop, but it wasn't the same. "Please, Tommy. Fuck. 
Its so good" His eyes half-shut and he flicked at the drummer's nipple rings with his fingers. 


His breath hissed out through his teeth at the sting of his rings being played with. Planting has feet as best 
he could Tommy's feet on the couch and the floor he thrust hard into the singer aiming for the younger 
man's sweet spot every time, his world beginning to narrow to just both them. The could have been on stage 


in the middle of a gig for all he cared. The beat and the rhythm concentrated solely on the person he was 
fucking. 


Each time he was jostled, Lukas groaned. It was even better than he'd hoped and almost as good as he'd 
dreamed. He had to stop playing and plant his hands on Tommy's shoulders to avoid falling over, but before 
long he needed more, reaching down to fist his cock with each thrust. "Ah, fuck. Tommy! Fuck! Oh, Jesus fuckin’ 
Christ--gonna--" But before he could even get it out, he was coming and his whole brain whited out. It was 


the most intense orgasm of his life. 


For a moment, Tommy just held on watching, his breath stolen by what he was seeing but it was only a 
moment it couldn't be anything else as his own released was ripped through him by Lukas's. Fighting to keep 
his eyes open so he could see the younger man's reaction. "Fuck" His breath caught for a moment before he 


could speak again. "You really are a little slut, aren't you?" 


Still breathless, Lukas couldn't reply, just laughing. It felt like his whole body was boneless. "Fuck," he finally 


muttered. "Oh, Jesus, fuckin’ tell me we're gonna fuckin’ do that again.. I'm fuckin’ beggin’ you, man." 

"If you do? Don't you fucking dare do it on my sofa! You guys are disgusting!" 

Tommy froze and turned to look at his ex-wife for a moment, as instinctively he reached up to pull the 
younger man down against him the move totally protective and one that he was completely unaware of. "So 
disgusting you stood there and watched?" He quirked a brow at Pam, his words teasing hoping to defuse 
anything before it exploded. 


Curled against Tommy, Lukas was already mourning the loss of that dick inside him as he watched Pam's face. 


"Perverts," she retorted, rolling her eyes, before spinning on her heel. The last they saw of her was the 


slightest smile thrown over her shoulder. 


Tommy snorted softly as he watched Pam leave, idly petting Lukas's skin. "If we do | think a hotel room might 


be better." He grinned a little. ".. or is Kendra a little more accommodating?" he asked, raising his voice slightly 
teasing the singer and his ex at the same time. 


"Nice, dude," Lukas laughed. "Hotel it is." He nestled closer, his mouth to Tommy's ear. "Don't wanna fuckin’ 


share." He laid a hand almost possessively on Tommy's cock, pushing away the used condom. 


Tommy snorted softly, lifting up a bit so he could look directly down at the younger man. "Oh, so that means 
l'm branded now, then?" He smiled gently hugging Lukas, actually surprising himself when he realized he wasn't 
actually bothered. And yeah, Pam was really going laugh at that one. 


"Fuck yeah," Lukas replied with a grin. With a fingernail, he traced down the flaccid shaft, reciting as he did. 
"Property of Lukas fuckin’ Rossi." He laughed. As if, but it was fun to tease and his tone made it clear he was 


teasing. 


Tommy's chuckle was a contented sound. "So there's a new tattoo in the offing?" His smile at the words 


completely relaxed. "We need to get you back anytime soon?" 


The idea had Lukas laughing harder. "Fuck, dude! That'd hurt like a motherfucker." He shuddered. "Nah. But we 


better get out of here before your ex kicks our asses." 


Squeezing the younger man for a very quick moment before rolling them so Lukas was on his feet and he was 
sat on the couch, Tommy reached for his jeans as he leered at the singer. "And pain isn't good for you?" 
Without even thinking about it, he handed the other man his clothes as a smirk played round his lips. "She'd 


need damn sight longer legs for one of us at least." 


